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THE   ANVIL 

BURNED  from  the  ore's  rejected  dross 

The  iron  whitens  in  the  heat. 

With  plangent  strokes  of  pain  and  loss 

The  hammers  on  the  iron  beat. 

Searched  by  the  fire,  through  death  and  dole 

We  feel  the  iron  in  our  soul. 

O  dreadful  Forge  !  if  torn  and  bruised 
The  heart,  more  urgent  comes  our  cry 
Not  to  be  spared  but  to  be  used, 
Brain,  sinew,  and  spirit,  before  we  die. 
Beat  out  the  iron,  edge  it  keen, 
And  shape  us  to  the  end  we  mean  ! 
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THE   HEALERS 

IN  a  vision  of  the  night  I  saw  them, 

In  the  battles  of  the  night. 
'Mid  the  roar  and  the  reeling  shadows  of  blood 

They  were  moving  like  light, 

Light  of  the  reason,  guarded 

Tense  within  the  will, 
As  a  lantern  under  a  tossing  of  boughs 

Burns  steady  and  still. 

With  scrutiny  calm,  and  with  fingers 

Patient  as  swift 
They  bind  up  the  hurts  and  the  pain-writhen 

Bodies  uplift, 

Untired  and  defenceless  ;   around  them 

With  shrieks  in  its  breath 
Bursts  stark  from  the  terrible  horizon 

Impersonal  death  ; 
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But  they  take  not  their  courage  from  anger 

That  blinds  the  hot  being  ; 
They  take  not  their  pity  from  weakness  ; 

Tender,  yet  seeing ; 

Feeling,  yet  nerved  to  the  uttermost  ; 

Keen,  like  steel ; 

Yet  the  wounds  of  the  mind  they  are  stricken 
with, 

Who  shall  heal  ? 

They  endure  to  have  eyes  of  the  watcher 

In  hell,  and  not  swerve 
For  an  hour  from  the  faith  that  they  follow, 

The  light  that  they  serve. 

Man  true  to  man,  to  his  kindness 

That  overflows  all, 
To  his  spirit  erect  in  the  thunder 

When  all  his  forts  fall,— 

This  light,  in  the  tiger-mad  welter 

They  serve  and  they  save. 
What  song  shall  be  worthy  to  sing  of  them — 

Braver  than  the  brave  ? 


THE   ZEPPELIN 

GUNS  !    far  and  near, 
Quick,  sudden,  angry, 
They  startle  the  still  street. 
Upturned  faces  appear, 
Doors  open  on  darkness, 
There  is  a  hurrying  of  feet, 

And  whirled  athwart  gloom 

White  fingers  of  alarm 

Point  at  last  there 

Where  illumined  and  dumb 

A  shape  suspended 

Hovers,  a  demon  of  the  starry  air  ! 

Strange  and  cold  as  a  dream 
Of  sinister  fancy, 
It  charms  like  a  snake, 
Poised  deadly  in  the  gleam, 
While  bright  explosions 
Leap  up  to  it  and  break. 
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Is  it  terror  you  seek 

To  exult  in  ?    Know  then 

Hearts  are  here 

That  the  plunging  beak 

Of  night-winged  murder 

Strikes  not  with  fear 

So  much  as  it  strings 
To  a  deep  elation 
And  a  quivering  pride 
That  at  last  the  hour  brings 
For  them  too  the  danger 
Of  those  who  died, 

Of  those  who  yet  fight 

Spending  for  each  of  us 

Their  glorious  blood 

In  the  foreign  night, — 

That  now  we  are  neared  to  them 

Thank  we  God. 
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ORPHANS   OF   FLANDERS 

WHERE  is  the  land  that  fathered,  nourished, 

poured 

The  sap  of  a  strong  race  into  your  veins, 
Land  of  wide  tilth,  of  farms  and  granaries  stored, 
Of  old  towers  chiming  over  peaceful  plains  ? 

It  is  become  a  vision,  barred  away 
Like  light  in  cloud,  a  memory  and  belief. 
On  those  lost  plains  the  Glory  of  yesterday 
Builds  her  dark  towers  for  the  bells  of  Grief. 

It  is  become  a  splendour-circled  name 
For  all  the  world  ;  a  torch  against  the  skies 
Burns  on  that  blood-spot,  the  unpardoned  shame 
Of  them  that  conquered  :    but  your  homeless 
eyes 

See  rather  some  brown  pond  by  a  white  wall, 
Red  cattle  crowding  in  the  rutty  lane, 
A  garden  where  the  hollyhocks  were  tall 
In  the  Augusts  that  shall  never  be  again. 
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There  your  thoughts  cling  as  the  long-thrusting 

root 
Clings  in  the  ground  ;  your  orphaned  hearts  are 

there. 

O  mates  of  sunburnt  earth,  your  love  is  mute 
But  strong  like  thirst  and  deeper  than  despair. 

You  have  endured  what  pity  can  but  grope 
To  feel :  into  that  darkness  enters  none. 
We  have  but  hands  to  help  ;  yours  is  the  hope 
Whose  courage  rises  silent  with  the  sun. 
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THE   ENGLISH   GRAVES 

THE  rains  of  yesterday  are  flown, 
And  light  is  on  the  farthest  hills  ; 
The  homeliest  rough  grass  by  the  stone 
To  radiance  thrills ; 

And  the  wet  bank  above  the  ditch, 
Trailing  its  thorny  bramble,  shows 
Soft  apparitions,  clustered  rich, 
Of  the  pure  primrose. 

The  shining  stillness  breathes,  vibrates 
From  simple  earth  to  lonely  sky, 
A  hinted  wonder  that  awaits 
The  heart's  reply. 

O  lovely  life  !   the  chaffinch  sings 

High  on  the  hazel,  near  and  clear. 

Sharp  to  the  heart's  blood,  sweetness  springs 

In  the  morning  here. 
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But  my  heart  goes  with  the  young  cloud 
That  voyages  the  April  light 
Southward,  across  the  beaches  loud 
And  cliffs  of  white 


To  fields  of  France,  far  fields  that  spread 
Beyond  the  tumbling  of  the  waves 
And  touches  as  with  shadowy  tread 
The  English  graves. 

There  too  is  Earth  that  never  weeps, 
The  unrepining  Earth,  that  holds 
The  secret  of  a  thousand  sleeps 
And  there  unfolds 

Flowers  of  sweet  ignorance  on  the  slope 
Where  strong  arms  dropped  and  blood  choked 

breath, 

Earth  that  forgets  all  things  but  hope 
And  smiles  on  death. 

They  poured  their  spirits  out  in  pride, 
They  throbbed  away  the  price  of  years  : 
Now  that  dear  ground  is  glorified 
With  dreams,  with  tears. 
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A  flower  there  is  sown,  to  bud 
And  bloom  beyond  our  loss  and  smart — 
Noble  France,  at  its  root  is  blood 
From  England's  heart. 
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FETCHING   THE   WOUNDED 

AT  the  road's  end  glimmer  the  station  lights  ; 
How  small  beneath  the  immense  hollow  of 

Night's 

Lonely  and  living  silence  !    Air  that  raced 
And  tingled  on  the  eyelids  as  we  faced 
The  long  road  stretched  between  the  poplars 

flying 

To  the  dark  behind  us,  shuddering  and  sighing 
With  phantom  foliage,  lapses  into  hush. 
Magical  supersession  !    The  loud  rush 
Swims  into  quiet :  midnight  reassumes 
Its  solitude  ;  there's  nothing  but  great  glooms, 
Blurred  stars  ;   whispering  gusts  ;   the  hum  of 

wires. 

And  swerving  leftwards  upon  noiseless  tires 
We  glide  over  the  grass  that  smells  of  dew. 
A  wave  of  wonder  bathes  my  body  through  ! 
For  there  in  the  headlamps'  gloom-surrounded 

beam 
Tall  flowers  spring  before  us,  like  a  dream, 
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Each  luminous  little  green  leaf  intimate 

And  motionless,  distinct  and  delicate 

With  powdery  white  bloom  fresh  upon  the  stem, 

As  if  that  clear  beam  had  created  them 

Out  of  the  darkness.    Never  so  intense 

I  felt  the  pang  of  beauty's  innocence, 

Earthly  and  yet  unearthly. 

A  sudden  call ! 

We  leap  to  ground,  and  I  forget  it  all. 
Each  hurries  on  his  errand  ;  lanterns  swing  ; 
Dark  shapes  cross  and  re-cross  the  rails ;    we 

bring 
Stretchers,  and  pile  and  number  them  ;    and 

heap 

The  blankets  ready.    Then  we  wait  and  keep 
A  listening  ear.    Nothing  comes  yet ;  all's  still. 
Only  soft  gusts  upon  the  wires  blow  shrill 
Fitfully,  with  a  gentle  spot  of  rain. 
Then,  ere  one  knows  it,  the  long  gradual  train 
Creeps  quietly  in  and  slowly  stops.    No  sound 
But  a  few  voices'  interchange.    Around 
Is  the  immense  night-stillness,  the  expanse 
Of  faint  stars  over  all  the  wounds  of  France. 

Now  stale  odour  of  blood  mingles  with  keen 
Pure  smell  of  grass  and  dew.    Now  lantern  sheen 
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Falls  on  brown  faces  opening  patient  eyes 
And  lips  of  gentle  answers,  where  each  lies 
Supine  upon  his  stretcher,  black  of  beard 
Or  with  young  cheeks  ;    on  caps  and  tunics 

smeared 

And  stained,  white  bandages  round  foot  or  head 
Or  arm,  discoloured  here  and  there  with  red. 
Sons  of  all  corners  of  wide  France  ;  from  Lille, 
Douay,  the  land  beneath  the  invader's  heel, 
Champagne,  Touraine,  the  fisher-villages 
Of  Brittany,  the  valleyed  Pyrenees, 
Blue  coasts  of  the  South,  old   Paris  streets. 

Argonne 

Of  ever  smouldering  battle,  that  anon 
Leaps  furious,  brothered  them  in  arms.  They  fell 
In  the  trenched  forest  scarred  with  reeking  shell. 
Now  strange  the  sound  comes  round  them  in  the 

night 

Of  English  voices.    By  the  wavering  light 
Quickly  we  have  borne  them,  one  by  one,  to  the 

air, 

And  sweating  in  the  dark  lift  up  with  care, 
Tense-sinewed,  each  to  his  place.    The  cars  at 

last 

Complete  their  burden  :  slowly,  and  then  fast 
We  glide  away. 
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And  the  dim  round  of  sky, 
Infinite  and  silent,  broods  unseeingly 
Over  the  shadowy  uplands  rolling  black 
Into  far  woods,  and  the  long  road  we  track 
Bordered  with  apparitions,  as  we  pass, 
Of  trembling  poplars  and  lamp-whitened  grass, 
A  brief  procession  flitting  like  a  thought 
Through  a  brain  drowsing  into  slumber ;  nought 
But  we  awake  in  the  solitude  immense  ! 
But  hurting  the  vague  dumbness  of  my  sense 
Are  fancies  wandering  the  night :  there  steals 
Into  my  heart,  like  something  that  one  feels 
In  darkness,  the  still  presence  of  far  homes 
Lost  in  deep  country,  and  in  little  rooms 
The  vacant  bed.    I  touch  the  world  of  pain 
That  is  so  silent.    Then  I  see  again 
Only  those  infinitely  patient  faces 
In  the  lantern  beam,  beneath  the  night's  vast 

spaces, 

Amid  the  shadows  and  the  scented  dew  ; 
And  those  illumined  flowers,  springing  anew 
In  freshness  like  a  smile  of  secrecy 
From  the  gloom-buried  earth,  returns  to  me. 
The  village  sleeps  ;    blank  walls,  and  windows 

barred. 
But  lights  are  moving  in  the  hushed  courtyard 
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As  we  glide  up  to  the  open  door.    The  Chief 
Gives  every  man  his  order,  prompt  and  brief. 
We  carry  up  our  wounded,  one  by  one. 
The  first  cock  crows  :  the  morrow  is  begun. 


26 


THE   EBB   OF   WAR 

IN  the  seven-times  taken  and  retaken  town 
Peace  !    The  mind  stops  ;  sense  argues  against 

sense. 

The  August  sun  is  ghostly  in  the  street 
As  if  the  Silence  of  a  thousand  years 
Were  its  familiar.    All  is  as  it  was 
At  the  instant  of  the  shattering :    flat-thrown 

walls; 

Dislocated  rafters  ;  lintels  blown  awry 
And  toppling  over ;  what  were  windows,  mere 
Gapings  on  mounds  of  dust  and  shapelessness  ; 
Charred  posts  caught  in  a  bramble  of  twisted 

iron  ; 

Wires  sagging  tangled  across  the  street ;  the  black 
Skeleton  of  a  vine  wrenched  from  the  old  house 
It  clung  to  ;  a  limp  bell-pull ;  here  and  there 
Little  printed  papers  pasted  on  the  wall. 
It  is  like  a  madness  crumpled  up  in  stone, 
Laughterless,  tearless,  meaningless  ;  a  frenzy 
Stilled,  like  at  ebb  the  shingle  in  sea-caves 
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Where  the  imagined  weight  of  water  swung 
Its  senseless  crash  with  pebbles  in  myriads 

churned 
By  the  random  seethe.    But  here  was  flesh  and 

blood, 

Seeing  eyes,  feeling  nerves  ;  memoried  minds 
With  the  habit  of  the  picture  of  these  fields 
And  the  white  roads  crossing  the  wide  green  plain 
All  vanished  !    One  could  fancy  the  very  fields 
Were  memory's  projection,  phantoms  !    All 
Silent !    The  stone  is  hot  to  the  touching  hand. 
Footsteps  come  strange  to  the  sense.     In  the 

sloped  churchyard, 
Where  the  tower  shows  the  blue  through  its 

great  rents, 

Shadow  falls  over  pitiful  wrecked  graves, 
And  on  the  gravel  a  bare-headed  boy, 
Hands  in  his  pockets,  with  large  absent  eyes, 
Whistles  the  Marseillaise  :  To  Arms,  To  Arms  ! 
There  is  no  other  sound  in  the  bright  air. 
It  is  as  if  they  heard  under  the  grass, 
The  dead  men  of  the  Marne,  and  their  thin  voice 
Used  those  young  lips  to  sing  it  from  their  graves, 
The  song  that  sang  a  nation  into  arms. 
And  far  away  to  the  listening  ear  in  the  silence 
Like  remote  thunder  throb  the  guns  of  France. 


28 


THE   ANTAGONISTS 


CAVERNS  mouthed  with  blackness  more  than 

night, 

Bog  and  jungle  deep  in  strangling  brier, 
Venom-breeding  slime  that  loathes  the  light, 
Who  has  plumbed  your  secret  ?   who  the  blind 

desire 

Hissing  from  the  viper's  lifted  jaws, 
Maddening  the  beast  with  scent  of  prey 
Tracked  through  savage  glooms  on  robber  paws 
Till  the  slaughter  gluts  him  red  and  reeking  ?  Nay, 
Man,  this  breathing  mystery,  this  intense 
Body  beautiful  with  thinking  eyes, 
Master  of  a  spirit  outsoaring  sense, 
Spirit  of  tears  and  laughter,  who  has  measured 

all  the  skies, — 
Is  he  also  the  lair 
Of  a  lust,  of  a  sting 
That  hides  from  the  air 
Yet  is  lurking  to  spring 
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From  the  nescient  core 

Of  his  fibre,  alert 

At  the  trumpet  of  war 

And  hungry  to  hurt, 

When  he  hears  from  abysses  of  time 

Aboriginal  mutters,  replying 

To  something  he  knew  not  within  him, 

And  the  Demon  of  Earth  crying  : 

"  I  am  the  will  of  the  fire 

That  bursts  into  boundless  fury  ; 

I  am  my  own  implacable  desire. 

I  am  the  will  of  the  sea 

That  shoulders  the  ships  and  breaks  them  ; 

There  is  none  other  but  me." 

Heavy  forests  bred  them, 

The  race  that  dreamed. 

In  the  bones  of  savage  earth 

Their  dreams  had  birth  : 

Darkness  fed  them. 

And  the  full  brain  grossly  teemed 

With  thoughts  compressed,  with  rages 

Obstinate,  stark,  obscure — 

Thirsts  no  time  assuages, 

But  centuries  immure. 
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As  the  sap  of  trees,  behind 
Crumpled  bark  of  bossy  boles, 
Presses  up  its  juices  blind, 
Buried  within  their  souls 
The  dream  insatiate  still 
Nursed  its  fierceness  old 
And  violent  will, 

Haunted  with  twilight  where  the  Gods  drink  full 
Ere  they  renew  their  revelry  of  slaying, 
And  warriors  leap  like  the  lion  on  the  bull, 
And  harsh  horns  in  the  northern  mist  are  bray- 
ing. 

Tenebrous  in  them  lay  the  dream 
Like  a  fire  that  under  ashes 
Smoulders  heavy-heaped  and  dim 
Yet  with  spurted  stealthy  flashes 
Sends  a  goblin  shadow  floating 
Crooked  on  the  rafters — then 
Sudden  from  its  den 
Springs  in  splendour.    So  should  burst 
Destiny  from  dream,  from  thirst 
Rapture  gloating 
On  a  vision  of  earth  afar 
Stretched  for  a  prize  and  a  prey  ; 
And  the  secular  might  of  the  Gods  re-risen 
Savage  and  glorious,  waiting  its  day, 
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Should  shatter  its  ancient  prison 
And  leap  like  the  panther  to  slay 
Magnificent !    Storm,  then,  and  thunder 
The  haughty  to  crush  with  the  tame, 
For  the  world  is  the  strong  man's  plunder 
Whose  coming  is  swifter  than  flame ; 
And  the  nations  unready,  decayed, 
Unworthy  of  fate  or  afraid, 
Shall  be  stricken  and  torn  asunder 
Or  yield  in  shame. 


The  Dream  is  fulfilled. 

Is  it  this  that  you  willed, 

O  patient  ones  ? 

For  this  that  you  gave 

Young  to  the  grave 

Your  valiant  sons  ? 

For  this  that  you  wore 

Brave  faces,  and  bore 

The  burden  heart-breaking — 

Sublimely  deceived, 

You  that  bled  and  believed — 

For  the  Dream  ?  or  the  Waking  ? 
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ii 

No  drum-beat,  pulsing  challenge  and  desire, 
Sounded,  no  jubilant  boast  nor  fierce  alarm 
Cried  throbbing  from  enfevered  throats  afire 
For  glory,  when  from  vineyard,  forge,  and  farm, 
From  wharf  and  warehouse,  foundry,  shop,  and 

school, 

From  the  unreaped  cornfield  and  the  office-stool 
France  called  her  sons  ;  but  loth,  but  grave, 
But  silent,  with  their  purpose  proud  and  hard 
Within  them,  as  of  men  that  go  to  guard 
More  than  life,  yet  to  dare 
More  than  death  :  France,  it  was  their  France 

to  save  ! 

Nor  now  the  fiery  legend  of  old  fames 
And  that  imperial  Eagle  whose  wide  wings 
Hovered  from  Vistula  to  Finistere, 
Who  plucked  the  crown  from  Kings, 
Filled  her  ;  but  France  was  arming  in  her  mind  : 
The  world  unborn  and  helpless,  not  the  past 
Victorious  with  banners,  called  her  on  ; 
And  she  assembled  not  her  sons  alone 
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From  city  and  hamlet,  coast  and  heath  and  hill, 

But  deep  within  her  bosom,  deeper  still 

Than  any  fear  could  search,  than  any  hope  could 

blind, 

Beyond  all  clamours  of  her  recent  day, 
Hot  smouldering  of  the  faction  and  the  fray, 
She  summoned  her  own  soul.    In  the  hour  of 

night, 
In  the  hush  that  felt  the  armed  tread  of  her 

foes, 
Like  a  star,  silent  out  of  seas,  it  rose. 

Most  human  France  !    In  those  clear  eyes  of  light 
Was  vision  of  the  issue,  and  all  the  cost 
To  the  last  drop  of  generous  blood,  the  last 
Tears  of  the  orphan  and  the  widow  ;  and  yet 
She  shrank  not  from  the  terror  of  the  debt, 
Seeing  what  else  were  with  the  cause  undone, 
The  very  skies  barred  with  an  iron  threat, 
The  very  mind  of  freedom  lost 
Beneath  that  shadow  bulked  across  the  sun. 
Therefore  did  she  abstain 
From  all  that  had  renowned  her,  all  that  won 
The  world's  delight :  thought-stilled 
With  deep  reality  to  the  heart  she  burned, 
And  took  upon  her  all  the  load  of  pain 
c 
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Foreknown  ;   and  her  sons  turned 

From  wife's  and  children's  kiss 

Simply,  and  steady-willed 

With  quiet  eyes,  with  courage  keen  and  clear, 

Faced  Eastward. — If  an  English  voice  she  hear, 

That  has  no  speech  worthy  of  her,  let  this 

Be  of  that  day  remembered,  with  what  pride 

Our  ancient  island  thrilled  to  the  oceans  wide, 

And  our  hearts  leapt  to  know  that  England  then, 

Equal  in  faith  of  free  and  loyal  men, 

Stept  to  her  side. 
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EDITH   CAVELL 

SHE  was  binding  the  wounds  of  her  enemies 

when  they  came — 
The  lint  in  her  hand  unrolled. 
They  battered  the  door  with  their  rifle-butts, 

crashed  it  in : 
She  faced  them  gentle  and  bold. 

They  haled  her  before  the  judges  where  they  sat 

In  their  places,  helmet  on  head. 
With  question  and  menace  the  judges  assailed 
her,  "  Yes, 

I  have  broken  your  law,"  she  said. 

"  I  have  tended  the  hurt  and  hidden  the  hunted, 

have  done 

As  a  sister  does  to  a  brother, 
Because  of  a  law  that  is  greater  than  that  you 

have  made, 
Because  I  could  do  none  other. 
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"  Deal  as  you  will  with  me.    This  is  my  choice  to 

the  end, 

To  live  in  the  life  I  vowed." 
"  She  is  self-confessed,"  they  cried,  "  she  is  self- 
condemned. 
She  shall  die,  that  the  rest  may  be  cowed." 

In  the  terrible  hour  of  the  dawn,  when  the  veins 

are  cold, 

They  led  her  forth  to  the  wall. 
"  I  have  loved  my  land,"  she  said,  "  but  it  is 

not  enough : 
Love  requires  of  me  all. 

"  I  will  empty  my  heart  of  the  bitterness,  hating 
none." 

And  sweetness  filled  her  brave 
With  a  vision  of  understanding  beyond  the  hour 

That  knelled  to  the  waiting  grave. 

They  bound  her  eyes  but  she  stood  as  if  she 

shone. 

The  rifles  it  was  that  shook 
When  the  hoarse  command  rang  out.     They 

could  not  endure 
That  last,  that  defenceless  look. 
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And  the  officer  strode  and  pistolled  her  surely, 

ashamed 

That  men,  seasoned  in  blood, 
Should  quail  at  a  woman,  only  a  woman, — 

dead 
As  a  flower  stamped  in  the  mud. 

And  now  that  the  deed  was  securely  done,  in 

the  night 

When  none  had  known  her  fate, 
They  answered  those  that  had  striven  for  her, 

day  by  day : 
"  It  is  over,  you  come  too  late." 

And  with  many  words  and  sorrowful-phrased 
excuse 

Argued  their  German  right 
To  kill,  most  legally  ;  hard  though  the  duty  be, 

The  law  must  assert  its  might. 

Only  a  woman  !  yet  she  had  pity  on  them, 

The  victim  offered  slain 

To  the  gods  of  fear  that  they  worship.    Leave 
them  there, 

Red  hands,  to  clutch  their  gain ! 
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She  bewailed  not  herself,  and  we  will  bewail  her 
not 

But  with  tears  of  pride  rejoice 
That  an  English  soul  was  found  so  crystal-clear 

To  be  triumphant  voice 

Of  the  human  heart  that  dares  adventure  all 

But  live  to  itself  untrue, 

And  beyond  all  laws  sees  love  as  the  light  in  the 
night, 

As  the  star  it  must  answer  to. 

The  hurts  she  healed,  the  thousands  comforted 

— these 

Make  a  fragrance  of  her  fame. 
But  because  she  stept  to  her  star  right  on 

through  death 
It  is  Victory  speaks  her  name. 


39 


MID   ATLANTIC 

IF  this  were  all ! — A  dream  of  dread 

Ran  through  me  ;  I  watched  the  waves  that  fled 

Pale-crested  out  of  hollows  black, 

The  hungry  lift  of  helpless  waves, 

A  million  million  tossing  graves, 

A  wilderness  without  a  track 

Beneath  the  barren  moon  : 

If  this  were  all ! 

The  stars  of  night  remotely  strewn 

Looked  on  that  restless  heave  and  fall. 

I  seemed  with  them  to  watch  this  old 

Bright  planet  through  the  ages  rolled, 

Self-tortured,  burning  splendours  vain 

And  fevered  with  its  greeds  insane 

And  with  the  blood  of  peoples  red  ; 

I  watched  it,  grown  an  ember  cold, 

Join  in  the  dancing  of  the  dead. 

The  chilly  half-moon  sank  ;   the  sound 
Of  naked  surges  roared  around, 
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And  through  my  heart  the  darkness  poured 
Surges  as  of  a  sea  unshored. 

0  somewhere  far  and  lost  from  light 
Blind  Europe  battled  in  the  night ! 
Then  sudden  through  the  darkness  came 
The  vision  of  a  child, 

A  child  with  feet  as  light  as  flame 
Who  ran  across  the  bitter  waves, 
Across  the  tumbling  of  the  graves — 
With  arms  stretched  out  he  smiled. 

1  drank  the  wine  of  life  again, 

I  breathed  among  my  brother  men, 

I  felt  the  human  fire. 

I  knew  that  I  must  serve  the  will 

Of  beauty  and  love  and  wisdom  still ; 

Though  all  my  hopes  were  overthrown, 

Though  universes  turned  to  stone, 

I  have  my  being  in  this  alone 

And  die  in  that  desire. 

On  board  the  Lusitania, 
December,  1914. 


THE   CAUSE 

OUT  of  these  throes  that  search  and  sear 
What  is  it  so  deep  arises  in  us 
Above  the  shaken  thoughts  of  fear, — 
Whatever  thread  the  Fates  may  spin  us, — 
Above  the  horror  that  would  drown 
And  tempest  that  would  strike  us  down  ? 

It  is  to  stand  in  cleansing  light, 

The  cloud  of  dullard  habit  lifted, 

To  use  a  certainty  of  sight 

And  breathe  an  air  by  peril  sifted, 

The  things  that  once  we  deemed  of  price 

Consumed  in  smoke  of  sacrifice. 

It  is  to  feel  the  world  we  knew 
Changed  to  a  wonder  past  our  knowing  ; 
The  grass,  the  trees,  the  skiey  blue, 
The  very  stones  are  inly  glowing 
With  something  infinite  behind 
These  shadows,  ardently  divined. 
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We  went  our  ways  ;   each  bosom  bore 
Its  spark  of  separate  desire  ; 
But  each  now  kindles  to  the  core 
With  faith  from  this  transfusing  fire, 
Whereto  our  inmost  longings  run 
To  be  made  infinitely  one 

With  that  which  nothing  can  destroy, 

Which  lives  when  all  is  crushed  and  taken, 

The  home  of  dearer  than  our  joy, 

By  all  save  by  the  soul  forsaken 

Who  strips  her  clean  of  doubt  and  care 

Because  she  breathes  her  native  air, 

Yet  not  in  scorn  of  lovely  earth 
And  human  sweetness  born  of  living, 
For  these  are  grown  of  dearer  worth, 
A  gift  more  precious  in  the  giving, 
Since  through  this  raiment's  hues  and  lines 
The  glory  of  the  spirit  shines. 

Faces  of  radiant  youth,  that  go 

Like  rivers  singing  to  the  sea  ! 

You  count  no  careful  cost ;  you  know  ; 

Of  that  far  secret  you  are  free  ; 

And  life  in  you  its  splendour  spending 

Sings  the  stars'  song  that  has  no  ending. 
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"On  the  poetry  of  Mr.  Binyon,  for  one,  the  war  appears  to  have 
already  had  an  enriching  effect.  .  .  .  He  has  never  before  written 
with  so  much  passion  and  so  large  an  utterance  as  in  these  twelve 
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